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Heroic feet, with fire of genius shod.
In battle's ecstasy thy deck have trod',
While from their touch a fulgor ran
Through plank and spar, from man to man,
Welding thee to a thunderbolt of God.

Now a black demon, belching fire and steam,

Drags thee away, a pale, dismantled dream,

And all thy desecrated bulk

Must landlocked lie, a helpless hulk,

To gather weeds in the regardless stream.

Woe's me, from Ocean's sky-horizoned air
To this !    Better, the flame-cross still aflare,
Shot-shattered to have met thy doom
Where thy last lightnings cheered the gloom,
Than here be safe in dangerless despair.

Thy drooping symbol to the flagstaff clings,

Thy rudder soothes the tide to lazy rings,

Thy thunders now but birthdays greet,

Thy planks forget the martyrs' feet,

Thy masts what challenges the sea-wind brings,

Thou a mere hospital, where human wrecks,

Like winter-flies, crawl those renowned decks,

Ne'er trodden save by captive foes,

And wonted sternly to impose

God's will and thine on bowed imperial necks!

Shall nevermore, engendered of thy fame,
A new sea-eagle heir thy conqueror name,